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246                  MY CHILDHOOD

ears to be filled with blood, and unpleasant noises
surged through my head, I saw her through my
tears, dark with vexation* as she bit her lips and
frowned,

"What is the meaning of fhisfn she asked in a voice
which did act seem to belong to her- "So you did
make it up?*

"I don't know,   I did n't mean to!"

"You are very difficult*" she said* letting her head
droop, "Run away !n

She began to insist on my learning still more poetry,
but my memory seemed to grow less capable every day
of retaining the smooth* flowing lincs^ while my insane
desire to alter or mutilate the           grew stronger and

more malevolent in proportion* 1 even substituted
different words^ by which I somewhat surprised myself*
for a whole           of words which had nothing to do

with the subject would appear mud get mixed up with
the correct words out of the book* Very often a whole
line of the verse would to be obliterated, and no
matter how conscientiously 1 tried* I could not get it
back into my mind'g eye- That pathetic poem of
Prince Biaaemskov (I think it was his)             me a

great deil of trouble;

At eventide tm! early mom

The old man* widow        orphan

For Christ1!        ask for help from man*ew words,                              as if we were
